Death is Life (Roby's Perspective) 
by Fourtris-Snowing 


Category: Divergent Trilogy, How to Train Your Dragon 
Genre: Adventure, Sci-Fi 
Language: English 

Characters: Astrid, Four/Tobias, Hiccup, Tris/Beatrice P. 

Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2013-10-09 22:17:39 
Updated: 2013-12-17 20:58:18 
Packaged: 2016-04-26 15:15:45 
Rating: T 
Chapters : 4 
Words : 10, 134 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: Rebecca and Roby are dead. So you think! Really, they're 
alive and well with a whole new series of adventures waiting for 
them. Third installment to the "Travels," series. 


1 . Divergent 

When I come to, I'm lying on grass. I try to open my eyes, but they 
feel glued shut. I run my hands over the grass, and it's unusually 
soft. Softer than the grass back home at least. All of a sudden, I 
swamped with memories: Being on Berk, Sarafine, Dragon, arriving at 
home . 

Dying . 

I try to move but it hurts way too much, so all I can do is groan. I 
sense a presence next to me, and it's as if I _smell _their fear. I 
try to move again, but it hurts _way _too much, so all I can do is 
groan . 

"H-hello?" Rebecca says. Actually, more like _croaks_. I groan a 
little louder, as if in greeting. 

"R-Roby?" Rebecca asks nervously. 

"Hm-hmm, what?" I ask in response. I try to open my eyes to look over 
at her but I fail. 

"W-why can't I open my eyes?" I ask hoarsely. 

"I don't know Roby, I really don't know," she answers genuinely. 

I hear a rustling almost as soon as the words were out of my friend's 
mouth. I hear heavy footsteps coming from the south and then a man's 
deep voice. "Stand," he commands in a voice that makes my blood run 
cold. I stand up, feeling light as air. I don't know why I can stand 



now, but not two minutes ago. I grip Rebecca's hand as if she's 
saving me from drowning. 

"Open your eyes!" the voice commands again. My eyes snap open and I'm 
blinded by the light as if I just spent ten years asleep. I release 
Rebecca's hand from my death grip and look around us while smoothing 
out my hair. The forest around looks almost magical, like we were 
surrounded by earth and water spirits. I look at the man that told us 
to stand up. He looks almost thirty and his hair looks like nothing 
I've ever seen before. 

"Q?" Rebecca asks him. I'm shocked that she's know him, but then 
again, I remember that she _is _Rebecca. 

He lchuckles at her. "Yes, yes that's me," he says in a laughing tone 
that's must softer than before. "And you two should be thanking me, 
for I am the one who brought you back." I just blink at him. I have 
never heard of this guy before. I start to wonder about what would 
happen if I shot him when he starts speaking again. 

"I didn't save you for anything you know. You two have lovers that 
aren't meant to be yours," he says. He circles us like a shark about 
to feast and I immediantely curl my hands into fists, feeling more 
Dauntless than I've ever felt in the four years that I've been 
reading Divergent. "But I'm generous, so you two are going back to 
Berk to live your happy human lives." He stops circling us and stands 
in front of us with his hands behind his back. "I will grant one wish 
to each of you." He points to Rebecca but she still has a straight 
face . 

"Why me?" she asks him, more confident than I've ever heard 
her . 

"You've travelled to a different reality, got the love you've always 
wanted, and still have the mind of a Time Lord. You're always 
wondering what is out there." He holds out a hand and coming from his 
hand is a bright light. 

"Power of dimension hopping," he says looking at me . I continue to 
stare at him like I'm dreaming. He stares back then looks at his 
hand. "Well? Go on. Take it." He outstretches his hand towards me 
more and then I snake out my hand and grab the light. I stumble back 
a little the second my hand comes in contact with the light. Rebecca 
looks at me concerned and takes a step towards me. After I regain my 
balance, I feel like power has been mixed in with my blood, which it 
probably did. 

I look back at Q and he looks at Rebecca. "Now, for you my dear, 
something you've always wanted." He holds out his hand but this time 
it doesn't have any light shining from it, there's just a different 
looking wrist watch. She takes it and straps it on her wrist and then 
she looks like she realized the cure to cancer. 

"I-is this a vortex manipulator?" she asks in a tight voice. 

I look back at Q one more time, before he gave a happy nod, and 
disappeared . 


"So, what is that thing?" I ask while walking up to her. 



"I-it's basically a TARDIS wrist watch. You can go anywhere, and 
really, anywhen, " she answers, still sounding astonished. 


I nod in understanding and take a step back and examine my hands and 
arms. "So," I begin. "How do we use these things?" 

"Well, I type in coordinates, and you, I don't know," she says still 
looking at the watch. She shrugs then looks down at me. "Think of 
something maybe?" I outstretch my hand, focus on the one place I've 
wanted to go ever since the end of sixth grade, and a portal pops up. 
I instantly think of the Five-Dimensional Door from The Mortal 
Instruments . 

"Holy Four!" I exclaim. "I'm a Shadowhunter ! " I do a mental self-five 
in my head to not seem like a nut-bar. I look over at Rebecca and she 
smirks at me. 

"Where are you going?" Like she needed to ask. 

I smirk back, and answer her before jumping into the darkness leading 
to another world. "Divergent." 

A couple of seconds later, I'm standing on a train with black clad 
people. I look down at my clothes and find that I'm in the standard 
Dauntless uniform. I continue looking around in hopes to see Rebecca, 
and she stands out above the rest, in her red sweats and yellow 
pullover, clearly Amity. 

"Hey, Dauntless," Rebecca says clearly indicating me. The rest of my 
fellow faction-members look at us in awe, since we weren't there two 
minutes before. "Guess where we're headed?" 

"Where?" I ask coolly, but on the inside I'm doing flips. 

"It's right before the Choosing Ceremony," she smirks at me and 
points to The Hub. I start bouncing on the balls of my feet, like 
Tris . 

"And?" I ask, letting only a little bit of excitement creep into my 
voice . 

She grins . "No Tris . " 

I start bouncing more. "No Tris?!" 

"No Tris," she confirms. 

I let out a squeal and I just get more weird looks from the other 
passengers. I start bouncing about five times quicker and Rebecca 
leans out the doorway, and she gets more surprised looks from the 
other Dauntless. I remember that the Dauntless hate Amity perkiness, 
but I've been around my old classmates long enough to learn how to 
tolerate it . 

She leans back in with a look in my eyes that tells me she saw my 
boy. "You were right," she says simply. 

"About what?" I ask slowly. By now, my fellow Dauntless have begun to 
ignored us, and I knew it would result in someone getting hurt later. 
I don't like it when I'm ignored by equals. 



"Four . " 

I walk over to the door and lean out as far as I would dare. I look 
to my right and see _him._ I know I'm supposed to be with Dragon, but 
I mean, come _on._ It's Tobias 'Four' Eaton. I'm not standing aside 
and letting the moment slide by. I kept staring at him until he 
turned to look at me . I put on my 

sly-Foxf ace-like-foxy-cool-mysterious face and winked at him before 
pulling back into the train car. The train started slowing, so I 
grabbed a Rebecca who was muttering something to herself while 
holding a gun. I pulled her out with me as I jumped. All I could 
think about was how much Christ ina-and-Tris-like we were. I landed 
perfectly and straightened up, like Peter did. Rebecca stumbled a 
bit, but regained her balance easily. I smirk and start staring at 
Four. Many images run through my mind of fan art that I've looked at 
of Fourtris, so I start imagining Robias fan art. 

"AHEM!" Rebecca shouts. I snap my head towards her with wide eyes. 
"Remember Dragon?" she whispers. I frown just as a deep voice comes 
from behind me. 

"What is this 'Dragon'?" says Eric. _Lookie here, _I think 
sarcastically. _The bitch just strolled in._ 

"Hmm? Oh, its nothing," says Rebecca innocently. But I've fangirled 
over Divergent enough that Eric won't take no as an answer. 

"I will not take rebellion in Dauntless, now tell me," Eric pauses to 
pull out a gun before continuing more slowly. "What is 
Dragon? " 

Rebecca pulls out a gun and aims at Eric's head and all I can feel is 
jealousy that I never got to do it. "I told you already," she loads 
the gun without moving the gun a centimeter. "Its nothing." Eric 
cracks a smile and I know I'm hurting him before I leave. 

"Where did you get a gun?" he asks in a taunting voice. "You're 
Amity, aren't you?" 

"Apparently so. And she," she reaches under her shirt and pulls out 
the sweetest, wickedest knife I've ever seen up close. I almost 
wanted to drool. Then she made me three times as happy by handing it 
to me. I gripped it and twirled it with a devilish look in my eye 
that took me years to master. "Is Dauntless. Now if you could the gun 
back where it came from, we'll be on our way." Eric reluctantly put 
the gun away. Once he walked off, I turned to Rebecca and silently 
begged to do the thing she knew I was thinking. 

She sighed and said, "Fine. But just once. And don't worry, I won't 
tell Dragon." I squealed that walked up to Four, grabbed him by the 
front of his shirt, and since I was a head and a half shorter than 
him, pulled him down, stood on my toes, and kissed him. Tris was 
right; he is a good kisser. I released him, and before turning away, 
whispered, "Never forget." 

I walkd back over to Rebecca and she had this concerned look, and I 
could tell it wasn't for me. 


"So, where to next?" she asked, pulling her wrist closer so she could 



punch in coordinates at a moments notice. 


"Jack?" I asked hopefully while bouncing on the balls of my feet 
again . 

"Jack," she said confirming. 

I spawned a portal, and waited for her to leave before I did a thing: 
I turned, spun the knife one more time, threw it at Eric's shoulder, 
turned and winked at Four, then did a backflip into the darkness that 
took me to the Guardians. 


2. Rise of the Guardians 

**SORRY SORRY SORRY SORRY for taking weeks to update sorry. I was 
writing other fics and well, tumblr.** 

I appear beside Rebecca. Where? I don't know. I'm dizzy from 
travelling. I feel slightly different in my apparel than when I was 
in the wondrous land of Divergent. I look down and I'm in a satiny 
purple (sparkly) dress that goes down to my ankles, and has a strap 
going across a single shoulder with purple flats. 

"Well then," says a grinning Rebecca. She sounds like she's trying to 
desperately hold in laughter. I cross my arms and feel wings in my 
back flutter slightly. _Wings?_ That's not right. Instead of being 
shocked of my new additions, I put a defiant look on my face. 

"You can't say much." My eyes sweep down her body to address her 
clothing, and she does the same. She's wearing a dress that looks 
like something the ancient Greeks would wear, Roman styled sandals, 
music notes tattooed up and down her right arm, and her hair was done 
up on top of her head in a short ponytail, with a gold ribbon that 
looked like silk. I look back up at her face and she looks 
shocked . 

"Oh God no, I'm wearing a fancy dress and my hair is done up, this is 
not happening." She's in full panic mode now. I've always relished 
looking pretty. It gave me the sensation of power. She moves her hand 
to the top of her head. She looks even more horror struck. "Oh noa€ 
Roby! Quick, what colour is my hair?" I inspect her hair. It's hard 
to tell under the moonlight. 

"Uh, reddish-brown I guess." I really can't tell, but I sure am 
envious of how gorgeous it looks. 

"Fantastic! Just brilliant!" Oh yeah, she's definitely _not _pleased. 
I'm smirking to myself when I hear a smooth, musical voice: 

"Roby Scales." It's Dragon's last name with my name. (Yeah, his name 
is Dragonwing Scales. Deal with it.) 

Rebecca's eyes widen for a minute before she says, "Great. I'm a 
Doctor Who knock-off." I look at her with a stunned expression. She 
must've heard something too. "You okay?" she asks. 

"Yeah, yeah," I say feeling like the wind has been knocked out of me. 
"I urn- I thought I heard something." 



"Me too. What did it say?" 

"My name." That's fifty-percent true. 

"Mine said Melody Song." _Appropriate for what you're what you're 
wearing. I wonder what spirits we are." Clever for her to assume 
we're spirits. _We are in Rise of the Guardians, after all._ 

"Let's find out," I say, puffing my chest out a little bit. Sort of 
like a proud dragon. "Judging by the music notes on your arm, our 
best guess is the Spirit of Music." She nods, so I continue. "And for 
me, well dragons are fictional here and were used in fairy tales or 
fantasy tales as they used to be called. So I must be the Spirit of 
Fantasy!" I'm glad too. I love fantasy, supernatural stuff and 
adventure stories. 

"Thanks Sherlock," she deadpans. 

I decide not to get angry at her so instead, I bow and say; "It's 
elementary, my dear Watson." 

Her mouth tilts up into a small smile, and spins around, as if 
looking for something but something totally different happens. 

"Whoa," I say breathlessly. 

She stops spinning and looks at me. She cocks her head to one side 
and asks, "What?" I gesture to her new outfit and she looks down. 
She's wearing loose sweatpants, plain white sneakers wither a bit of 
blue in them, and a t-shirt that hangs off of one shoulder, with 
jagged, lightning bolt looking letters that read "Music Rocks!" 

"Oh wow, " she says, seeming genuinely amazed, then she gets this look 
on her face that makes her look like she discovered the meaning of 
life. "_You spin!_" she shouts at me. 

"Fine, fine," I mutter, as I twirl in a circle. I barely even feel 
it, but when I look down to see if my clothes have been changed, I'm 
in my black Dauntless clothes. _And my old pair of Doc Martens! YES! 
_But I notice I still have that pair of dragon wings. They're 
actually quite comfortable. 

"Wow, Dauntless looks good on you," she says with a smile. 

"I know." I've been egotistic since I was ten. My easily excitable 
friend looks at our surroundings, and I realize we're in a forest. 
I've always thought everything looked prettier in the night, 
especially nature, but I was always too afraid to go out at night. 

But I guess I don't have much to worry about now that I'm dead. 
Rebecca starts jumping up and down and my head follows her movements, 
up and down, up and down, up and down. 

"Do you need to go to the bathroom or something?" I say with a raised 
eyebrow . 

"No, I just want to get out of here!" she says impatiently. 

"Ugh. Fine," I groan. "Follow me." 


"Yay!" she says and clapping her hands like a small child. We walk 
out of the forest, and before I can stop it, someone walks through 



Rebecca. She stands there with her shoulders hunched, a hand on her 
chest, gasping. 


"Are you okay?!" I demand. 

"I'm okay," she says, still gasping. "The wind got knocked out of me, 
that's all." _That ' s not all. You weren't being believed in._ We 
stand there for a few minutes, while she recovers from being walked 
through. I look up at the moon and say, "Judging by the height of the 
moon, it's around eleven o'clock." 

"I think you might be right," she says, looking up at the moon with 
me . 

We continue walking, and eventually we realize we're in our home 
town. I feel like I should be breaking down, crying, but I guess the 
initial shock of being killed in a fiery inferno hasn't set in. 

(Okay, yeah that's an exaggeration. Shut up.) I look up at the sky 
and see an aurora borealis. It's weird. You never actually ever see a 
live aurora borealis in Newfoundland. That's usually Labrador. But 
then I remember Rise of the Guardians, and that's how the Guardians 
call meetings. So you never know. Then I snicker about at a thought 
that has popped into my mind. 

"Wouldn't it be funny if we got chosen as Guardians?" 

"Oh yeah, Roby, 'cause that'll happen," she says sarcastically. I 
roll my eyes and keep walking, totally enjoying just walking around 

with my sister, under the full moon. We continue walking for what 

seems like not enough time, before I feel an extremely cold breath on 
my neck. I gasp, clench my fists and whirl around. I'm met by looking 
directly at two shoulders, so I look up into a pair of ice cold eyes 
and a devious smirk, which irritated me. Sure I smirk a lot and am 
slightly devious at times, it doesn't mean that it can't make me feel 
agitated . 

"Urn, hi?" Rebecca asks nervously. I giggle a little bit at the fact 
that she's starstruck in the prescence of Jack Frost. Not my 

favourite Guardian. I put myslef in an excited mood, just because I 

don't want to piss off a Guardian. 

"Hi ! " I chirp . 

"You two can see me?" he asks, seemingly bewildered. 

"No bai . " Rebecca's going Newfie. Damn. I might as well, too. Just 
this once. Jack continues smirking, and I feel a spark of 
anger . 

"You two are Spirits, aren't you?" he asks, but not without a touch 
of amusement. 

"No bai." I guess neing back home makes my inner Newfoundlander flare 
up . 

"And you're sisters?" 

"Well, no. But we're as close as sisters. We know everything about 
each other." Rebecca says it as if she had memorized it off a text 
book in school. 



"Oh? Spirits of what, then?" He's definitely getting on my nerves. 

But I ' d be lying if I said there wasn't something about him that was 
attractive . 

" Mu sic. " 

"Fantasy . " 

"So you two are the Spirits of Music and Fantasy?" God, does he have 
to repeat everything we say? Rebecca and I look at each other. I roll 
my eyes and she glares at me a bit. 

"Yeah. " 

"Good." He says smirking, and I already can tell what he's going to 
do to us next. I fold my wings as he snaps his fingers and puts us in 
the sack. I have to say, it was pretty roomy. For a bag. 

I feel something different from dimension travelling, making me dizzy 
but it feels magical all at once. We land with a soft thump and we 
hear voices around us, talking in hushed tones. An elf opens the sack 
a bit and I scowl at it. Damned elf. The sack opens fully and big 
hands lift us out. 

"HEY!" I shout at them, lashing out. I've never liked being touched 
by strange hands. "Can someone please tell us why we've been 
kidnapped?!" I think I'm just tired. Or not. I feel like I could give 
someone a good beating. I decide to unleash the wrath of Roby (it's 
worse than it sounds, okay?) on North, obviously the head of the plan 
that involved Rebecca and I being shoved into a bag. 

"Hey. Listen here, chuckles." He looks slightly taken aback, which 
makes me feel satisfied. "You have absolutely _no rights to send 
Mister Happy-Fun-Times over to _our _hometown, shove us into a sack 
and then deliver us to here. Wherever here is." I'm standing almost 
directly parallel to the Big Guy now. 

"It's-" he begins to say, but is cut off by Rebecca. 

"Whoa." She must have been completely oblivious the whole time. She 
was taking in the legendary "Santa's Workshop" with wide 
eyes . 

"You're sister doesn't think so," says North with laughter in his 
voice. I shoot a look at him but he ignores it. "Well?" 

She looks at him with wider eyes, not at _all understanding what's 
going on at the moment. "Huh?" 

"_Well_?" he asks again, but with more emphasis. 

"Well what?" She pulls out her innocent face. She uses it all the 
time, I'd recognize it anywhere. 

"You missed half the conversation, didn't you?" _I wouldn't exactly 
call it a conversation. More of, a fifteen year old girl losing it at 
a couple of hundred years old man. That's Russian too._ 


"No, not really, " she says smiling the kind of smile a five year old 



would use after getting a compliment. 

I roll my eyes. "Do you think they have the right to just _shove us 
_into a bag, and the put us through a portal?!" 

Rebecca puts on her game face and crosses her arms, starting to look 
like the older one. "While I do agree with you Roby, that was _not 
_fair, nor do they have the right." She has her defiant look on now. 
Perfect. "But," there's always a but. With everything. " If the 
Guardians called us here, it has to be a big deal." She looks 
directly at the Guardians standing in front of us. Some expressions 
baffled, some pleased, some annoyed. "But why did you call us here in 
the first place?" 

"Excellent question," I murmur. I look up at North, along with 
Rebecca. We're staring so intently, we hardly notice the objects that 
magically appear in our possession. I look over and see Rebecca 
handling a beautiful pair of headphones, and then I look down and my 
jaw drops. A Stele, the device that the Nephilim use to draw runes on 
themselves to assist their everlasting battle with demons. 

"You got headphones," Jack says as if he couldn't believe his eyes. 
"And you got a wand?" I don't react. I just can't believe that I have 
this in my hands. A Stele. Only those with the blood of an angel hold 
these. I sulk a tiny bit but feel better. I would rather be a dragon, 
but ya ' know. Angel blood is the next best thing. The next thing I 
know, Rebecca's hands are pressing down on my thin shoulders, and 
she's yellling "HEY" in my ear. I jump up about a foot in the air and 
almost whip her in the face with my new Stele. She jumps away from 
me, laughing so hard I'm afraid the headphones will slip off her 
head . 

"NOT FUNNY!" I scream at her. I can feel the worried glances of the 
Guardians on me. 

"WAS TOO!" she yells back in between fits of laughter. I start 
laughing too. 

"Okay, yeah it was," I admit. 

Rebecca quickly turns to look at the Guardians once again, and goes 
very serious. "Anyways, why ' d you call us here?" 

"Bipolar much?" mutters Jack. I glare at him and he cowers. 

"Manny says we need help," says North ultra-seriously . I 
grin . 

"We're gonna' be Guardians?" I say and clutch my hands to my 
chest . 

"Part-time Guardians," says Bunny irritably. Now_ that's __my 
favourite Guardian. 

"Better than nothing, I guess," Rebecca says. "So if the Man in the 

Moon thinks you guys need help, something's up. What's going 

on?" 


"We do not know," replies North half-confident ly . 



"Well that helps," Rebecca turns her back. She says something but I 
ignore it. I walk up to the big Bunny, stand almost close enough that 
our toes are touching and look into his big bunny eyes. 

"Hey fluffy, " I say in a gangster-like voice, which sounded pretty 
good. "What's happening up there?" 

"_Fluffy. _Did you just call me... _Fluffy_?" he asked, already 
sounding irritated. 

"Ya 1 ," I say shoving my thumbs into my jean pockets. 

"Problem? " 

"_Fluf fy? I guess he's still hung up on that coment . "I'll show 

ya ' Fluffy, mate." He starts toward me with his fists up, and I step 
back with every step he takes forward. 

"But you weren't so tough when Easter was gone, were ya'?" I have my 
fists up now too. 

"How do you know about that?" His defence is weakening now. 
(Hehehehehe . . . ) 

"Where we come from, practically everyone knows that." I lunge 
towards his gut, but he lurches to the left. 

"That's it," he says between gritted teeth. 

"Bring it," I snarl. Before I can punch him straight in the belly, 
Rebecca is in the middle of us. _Dammit . I wanted to get into a fight 
with a six foot one bunny. _ 

"Do we really need this?" says our personal peacekeeper. From the 
corner of my eye, I see Tooth and Sandy's heads bobbing in agreement. 
Rebecca sighs. 

"Listen." She looks at Bunny. "She just wants to get a game out of 
you." She knows me so well. 

"What?" Bunny is straightened up now and his hands are by his 
sides . 

"She just wants to get you riled up." She knoes me _too_ well. Bunny 
huffs . 

"And apparently it's working," I say beaming. My fists are lowered 
now, but not unclenched. 

"So how about a tour?" Rebecca says perkily. Way to change the 
subject sister. But we go anyways, the rest of the group making a 
point of keeping Bunny and me seperated. At least I almost fought 
him. But I didn't actually fight him... 

We continue walking for a long time. It really is a cool place. 

Little elves everywhere, yetis. It's kind of breathtaking. I notice 
that Rebecca isn't walking by my side anymore, so I turn and see her 
staring at her sides, slightly fazed. 

"Rebecca? Are you coming?" I ask. The other Guardians don't stop for 



"Oh yeah." She runs toward me and I must say, she is a much faster 
runner then before I switched schools in grade five. 

A couple of minutes later, and what seems like a thousand yetis and 
elves later, I look over at Rebecca and she's sipping on a slushie. I 
suddenly get jealous. "Where ' d you get that?" 

She looks at her cold drink. "I don't know." She looks down at her 
feet, and there's an elf tugging on her pant leg, that looks like 
it's asking for something. She looks really confused, so she just 
gives it her slushie, and then there's a cookie in her other 
hand . 

"The hell?" I mutter. I'm fighting off the temptation to eat it for 
myslef, when Rebecca's watch starts to count down. 

"Timed destination set in: thirteen." I don't remember her setting a 
timer. "Oh no." 

"What?" The Guardians are stopped now and Jack is standing right in 
front of us. 

"Twelve . " 

"I'm leaving." Rebecca looks up at Jack. 

"Eleven . " 

"Why?" Jack can be an idiot at times. 

"My watch says so." 

"Ten. " 

"Where?" Jack and I ask simultaenously . 

"Nine . " 

"Where do you think?" she asks. 

"Eight . " 


"Home? " 


"Seven . " 

We turn and face the Guardians. "It's been fun," Rebecca says with a 
wide smile. 

"Six. " 

"But we have to go," I conclude for her. 

"Five . " 

"Why?" Tooth asks us. 


"Four . " 



"My watch says so." 

"Three . " 

"So, goodbye!" Rebecca says, happier than ever, even though we're 
leaving a place we've dreamt of going 
to . 

"Two . " 

"Bye ! " 

"One. " 

And we leave without another word. 


3. How to Train Your Dragon 

**Okay, so I was thinking of doing something. **_**if **_**, j get 
good reviews, I will do start doing Dragon's POV. Or I'll just do it 
anyways. Oh well, I'll surprise you guys.** 

I hear whispers around me. _Why are people whispering, we kind of 
sort of live here now_. I attempt to open my eyes, but they seem to 
be glued shut almost. I let out a groan that sounds more animal than 
human. Almost dragon, I'd say. I succeed in opening my eyes and the 
scene around me is almost humorous. We're in a small room, about the 
size of our living room at home, with about fifteen to twenty people. 
Astounding, really, that so many people can fit into a room this size 
anda€ | I don't know why I'm here. 

"What the hell happened?" Rebecca grumbles from a bed parallel to 
mine . 

"What she said," I grumble. I decide I don't want to sit up because 
of laziness and I look at the people surrounding my bed. There's only 
really Dragon. I beam at him. He gives me a worried smile in return 
and my own smile fades. I put my hand to my forehead and instead of 
acne ridden skin; I feel a smooth bandage that's a little 
moist . 

"You two fell out of the sky, in the middle of town too, " the grand 
chief of Berk says explaining. Well, if we fell out of the sky, we 
might as well have fallen in the middle of town. "Gave yourselves a 
nasty smack." 

"How long were we out?" I grumble, still feeling drowsy. 

"Around six weeks," my boyfriend says quietly. 

"_Six weeks? !_" I screech. Everyone in the room nods. _Everyone gets 
an award for knowing how to calm down a hysterical teen_, I think 
sarcastically. 

"If we were out six weeks that meansa€ | " Rebecca begins, stating her 
thoughts out loud. We all look at her, although she's staring into 
space, lost in the fantasy of her thoughts. 


"Why are you so quiet?" I ask in a more normal voice. 



She looked up at me and smiled, and I swear whenever she does that, 
it sends chills down my spine but reminds me of the sweetest and most 
innocent child you'll ever see. 

"Okay, Rebecca? You're creeping me out." I give her a weak 
smile . 

"August." I think about all the important events in August, but the 
only thing that comes to mind is her birthday. 

"How'd you know?" Hiccup asks her. 

She taps her-not unlike mine-bandage covered skull. "Math, 
sweetheart." She pauses to think for a moment. "What day is 
it?" 

"What happened to 'math'?" Astrid says in a snarky voice. I glare at 
her and she glares back. My vision goes yellow for a moment and 
Astrid looks scared, then everything is normal again. 

"I have a head injury," Rebecca spits out, interrupting mine and 
Astrid' s staring contest. "Math only works up until certain points 
when you're like this." 

"Twenty-third, why?" Fishlegs says, looking slightly pale at the 
outbreak. I now know why Rebecca wanted to know the date. August. Her 
birthday. I look at her and smile to find that she is doing the same 
thing . 

"Why?" asked a very confused Dragon. No one gives him an answer, so I 
just look at him and beam. He beams back and there's another reason 
why I love my boyfriend. 

"_Who the hell changed my clothes? !_" Rebecca screams from her bed. 

It makes me jump it little, but I check under my blanket and notice 
that I'm no longer in my Dauntless outfit. I frown and look at 
Dragon. He shrugs. I looked around to see who could've done it, when 
a healing woman pushed past the horde of Vikings. "It was just me 
girls, don't worry." 

Rebecca lets out a sigh of relief. "Sorry," she mutters. She looks at 
her hands when her eyes widen and her hands fly to her hair. "Where 'd 
my hair go?" she asks no one in particular. She looks at me with and 
her face twists into disbelief. The colour drains from her face and 
my eyes widen because I have no clue what's happening. 

"Oh no," she breathes. I notice her hair is pulled into an intricate 
braid and the light from the window illuminates it. 

"Your-your hair," I stutter. She hates having it like that. She only 
agrees on ponytails. No braids. 

"It's braided, isn't it?" she says sadly. I nod. "So is yours." I 
should have guessed earlier but this catches me by surprise. I hate 
having my hair all fancy too. I prefer a simple, high, ponytail. I 
stare at my hands and Dragon sits on my bed and whispers in my 
ear . 

"I like it." I turn and smile wryly before giving him a quick 



kiss . 


"Why's our hair braided?" Rebecca asks, again, to no one in 
particular. The healing lady walks over to Rebecca's side and unwraps 
her bandages deftly and gently as to not disturb her still healing 
head . 

"It's a part of her culture. It shows that you're unmarried." She 
leans down and directs Rebecca view point to somewhere else and 
murmurs something to her, but I don't catch it. 

"Is my head okay?" Rebecca asks the old woman. 

"It's-it's healing." I feel the blood rush out of my head, worrying 
for my injured sister. 

"How long until it's completely healed?" Rebecca asks 
calmly . 

"Maybe, two, three more weeks?" I calm down a bit knowing that it 
will only be about half the time we've been out for her 
healing . 

"Why doesn't she have any boo-boos?" Rebecca suddenly asks in her 
four-year-old voice, while pointing at me and staring with a pouty 
lip. I have to swallow down laughter since I want to know the answer 
too, although the healer doesn't. 

"She was closer to the ground, about a house up. But you," she looks 
at Rebecca pointedly. "You were two houses up. You are lucky. Most 
would have died." I feel my stomach twist. I look at my best friend 
to see if she's okay, but she just stares at the VM thing. "When will 
we be able to go home?" she asks, looking back up at the woman. 

"I guess today, but no flying for a week. Both of you," she says 
looking at me for the first time. I smile warily but get up, too 
quickly though. I stand up beside my bed but almost fall back down, 
mostly from the fact that I suffered a head injury, and my low blood 
pressure. I lean on Rebecca until the dizziness goes away, and we 
make or way to our now permanent home. 

We get home a few minutes later and we're greeted by two flurries of 
excitement. One lands in my face and I pick up my little Terror that 
was gifted to me by Dragon and hug her. 

"So," Rebecca says. 

"So?" I ask, needing some specificity. 

"Chicken?" she asks while turning getting the stove prepped, probably 
already knowing my answer. I smile and nod. I head for the couch and 
lie down, with Sarafine still in my hands. I put her on my chest and 
she curls up, with her paws under her head, and the rest of her body 
stretched out towards my feet. I feel a pang of sadness. This is what 
my cat used to do. Except she would shed all over me. 

I end up waiting twenty minutes for the chicken to finish cooking. 
Rebecca brings over a plate for me and I immediately dig in, 
realizing how hungry I am after six weeks. I scarf almost all of it 
down within a few minutes, and as I am finishing the chicken, Rebecca 



speaks up. 


"So no going back?" 

I laugh, to put a damper on the mood. "Nope." She looks out the 
window wearily. "Bed time." 

I almost coke on my chicken. Time flies fast. "What?" 

"Bed time, come one." Rebecca takes her plate over to the counter and 
I shove the rest of my chicken in my mouth. I stomp up the stairs, 
grumbling the whole way up. I walk swifter and quieter as I reach my 
room, because there's no point in stomping. I crawl into bed and 
Sarafine curls up by me and we fall asleep. 

I wake up to the sound of time and space ripping, and I figure 
Rebecca must have used the VM again. I consider yelling at her but 
realize that the healer said nothing about going through dimensions. 
Only 'no flying'. I make my way downstairs quietly, like a child on 
Christmas, and find a nice hot bowl of cookie and cream flavoured 
oatmeal. I squeal, snatch the bowl form the counter and run over to 
the couch. I curl up in the corner and begin to furiously shove 
spoonful's of oatmeal into my mouth. Rebecca just calmly takes some 
fruit that was on the counter and sits on the opposite end of the 
couch . 

"You like it?" she asks me, grinning. I bob my head up and down. It's 
been a while since I've had some of this. 

"Where 'd you get it?" I ask, as I shove another bit of oatmeal into 
my mouth. 

She points at her watch. "This." She sets her fruit down, and I take 
a few grapes and pop them in my mouth, just as there's a knock at the 
door. I walk over and open it, to find two boys standing there, 
looking slightly bewildered. 

"Are you Roby?" the one with the hair colour that looks exactly like 
mine asks . 

"Who wants to know?" I ask them, crossing my arms over my chest. He 
looks at his friend, who is about five inches taller than him, about 
Rebecca's height really, for help. 

"We were assigned to live here with Roby and Rebecca." I blink in 
surprise . 

"A-alright. Come in." I make way so they can enter my home. They got 
to the kitchen, still looking around at the room in amazement, when 
the boy that had my hair colour, and actually looked almost exactly 
like me too-same brown eyes, same brown hair, same lip formation, 
same _nose_- looked me in the eye and said, "I bet you can't take 
me." Instead of freaking out, I curled my hands into fists and raised 
my lip into a snarl. "Really now?" I punch him in the jaw and he lets 
out a small yelp. Reagan jumps between us and glares at me, but I 
just kick him in the shins. It proves ineffective, since I'm wearing 
soft shoes. 

"Who are these guys?" she asks as she eyes our new housemates 
curiously . 



"Um, I'm Reagan," the one that is about Rebecca's height and is 
shockingly almost identical to her speaks up. "And he's 
Robyn . " 

"Okay, but why are you here?" Rebecca splays her hands and asks them 
in a very serious manner. 

"Berk's population doubled and we were each assigned a housemate, or 
in our case, housemates," Reagan explains. Robyn is still holding his 
jaw and sending my venomous looks. I smirk. 

"So, in the thirty seconds I was upstairs. Berk's population 
magically doubled?" Reagan nods. Rebecca puts her head in her hands. 
She starts shaking her head. Then she stops and grabs Reagan's arm 
and pushes back his sleeve, revealing a watch. The watch that Q gave 
Rebecca . 

"What is this?" she asked. 

"N-nothing. Just something from home. Why?" 

"Because I have the same one." She rolls back her own sleeve, 
revealing her VM. We stand there for a moment until Rebecca keeps the 
ball rolling. 

"Roby, what did you do to the poor boy?" 

"He said I couldn't take him, so I showed him different." I glare at 
Robyn . 

"And then my brother stopped us from starting anything, " Robyn says 
as he glares back at me. 

"Well, Roby, I have some bad news, " says Rebecca as she speaks 
quickly. "That boy you just punched is you, but as the opposite 
gender." My eyes widen and my jaw drops. "So you're telling me," 

Robyn and I speak in synch. "That he/she is _me_? ! " There's a knock 
and the door and Rebecca rushes to get it. I quickly turn and lunge 
and Robyn, and it seems like he had the same idea. Reagan grabs his 
waist, picks him up and continues holding him until Rebecca gets 
back, since she'll be held responsible for me. 

"We might have a small itty bitty problem, " says Rebecca 
perkily . 

"What?" I ask. 

"We don't have enough rooms," she says sadly. I began to work out 
solutions in my head. 

"They can sleep in my room and we can sleep in your room." 

"Sounds good," Rebecca says agreeably. "What do you guys 
think?" 

"Okay, let's get settled in," Reagan says as he drags the cursing and 
spitting Robyn up the stairs. Rebecca crosses her arms and I follow 
suit . 



"We are pretty cute, " Rebecca says quietly, still looking at the 
stairs . 

" I know . " 


4 . Sherlock 

**I will start writing in Dragon's POV this chapter, guys! I hope 
this goes well and please review. And I'm sorry that I never updated 
in a while.** 

**Dragon's POV** 

"DRAGONWING!" Gobber screamed at me moments before dawn. "TIME TO 
FEED JET, BOY!" I groaned as I rolled over to possibly get a few more 
minutes of sleep, but to be interrupted by Gobber picking me up and 
dropping me on the floor. 

"_Ouch ! " _ I yelled at the wooden floor that my face was pressed to. 

I looked up at Gobber and saw he was busting out with laughter, so I 
frowned. I shoved out my adoptive father and quickly changed into a 
different pair of clothes beforewent to feed my Zippleback some 
breakfast . 

"Hey, boy, " I said, smiling, as I approached the large two headed 
dragon. "How were you last night?" The head that Roby would usually 
ride on if she was with me nudged me and I almost fell to the ground. 
I laughed and stroked his head. _I wonder how Roby's doing, _I 
thought as I hauled baskets of fish from the back door. I was 
thinking about Roby a lot lately. I always thought it was strange 
about how she and Rebecca managed to land in our little corner of 
nowhere. My mind wandered to the first time I saw Roby. Her black 
glasses were askew on her face from the attack from Sarafine, her 
new, but my old. Terrible Terror. 

I heaved the fish in front of the dragons and they dug in. I sat down 
and watched them gorged themselves while my mind wandered some more. 
When Roby had left for the first time when she was fourteen and I was 
fifteen and a half, I was so lonely. All I had was Jet, but Jet had 
always been there for me ever since we allied with the dragons. I 
thought about when Alvin the Treacherous had kidnapped her and 
Rebecca smashed him over the head. I chuckled at the thought. I was 
so worried about my girla€| I had immediately pinned the blame on 
Hiccup. I didn't- _don't _want anything happening to her. She was the 
only person who would pay me any attention besides Gobber and 
Rebecca, unless Rebecca's boyfriend. Hiccup was with them. 

Hiccup, the heir to the throne on the isle of Berk. I've always 
envied his power since a few years ago when he actually came to 
power. He was popular, he was known, and he had Astrid. That was 
years ago, when I was still hurting and wanting for someone in my 
lif e . 

Jet's heads nudged me and I smiled at them. I decided I needed to 
clear my head. I climbed on my favourite head and squeezed my knees 
together. Jet took off with a leap and I began to think about the 
clouds swirling around me and the sun rising off to the 
east . 



**Roby's POV** 


I woke up to the screech of my little dragon and snapped open my eyes 
to meet river blue eyes, instead of the soft brown I was hoping for 
that belonged to Dragon. I suddenly became all too aware of what was 
touching my body and notice that Rebecca and I must have thought we 
were each other's boyfriend, so we wrapped each other's arms around 
the other. I made a face that clearly said, "What in the actual 
hell." Rebecca found that funny, so she burst into laughter and 
rolled away so I burst into a fit of laughter too. We started 
laughing like maniacs and Reagan and Robyn threw the door open. They 
stared at us as if we had grown eight heads. I stopped laughing and 
looked into my double's eyes and winked, with a smile right across my 
face. He looked horrified so I burst into laughter again. 

"Off with yas, " Rebecca said with a failed Scottish accent. "We'll be 
with ya ' in a minute." They left silently and quickly, closing the 
door behind them. I was still laughing when we climbed out of 
bed . 

"I thought you were Dragon," I said with laughter still in my 
voice . 

Rebecca smiled a bit. "Funny." 

I cocked my head to the side. "Why?" 

She looked at me, still smiling. "Because I thought you were Hiccup." 
I grinned back at her. Makes sense for us to almost share the same 
thoughts. We are really close. 

"I guess I have to get my clothes," I muttered as I walked out the 
door . 

"_No, " _I heard Rebecca say super sarcastically as I reached for the 
door knob to my bedroom. I got a nasty shock when I saw my completely 
naked double standing there. I shrieked and he screamed. I collapsed 
to the ground in yet again, another fit of laughter from the fright 
on Robyn's face as he attempted to shield himself from the rest of 
the residents in our tiny house. 

Reagan and Rebecca both came to see what all the noise was about. I 
heard Rebecca chuckle a bit but I caught glimpses of Reagan's face 
while I was rolling on the wooden floor. His face was pale white at 
the shock of seeing his brother being humiliated by his 
double . 

"Alright guys, let the poor boy get dressed." Rebecca pulled me off 
the ground and I frowned at her. 

"Do we have to?" I pouted to help make my case. 

"Robyn, would you mind passing me Roby's clothes?" Rebecca asked 
Robyn politely, completely ignoring me. He quickly passed her my 
clothes with his eyes trained on the floor in embarrassment. Rebecca 
put the clothing in my hands and shoved me into her room, closed the 
door and left me in peace. I changed from my pyjamas into the attire 
that Robyn chose for me. 

"The boy has good taste, " I muttered as I pulled on my Dauntless top 



that I always kept in my room. I straightened my hair and clothes 
before going down the stairs. I plopped down on the 
couch . 


"Chicken?" I asked. 

"Indubitably," Rebecca responded happily. I laughed and stretched out 
on the couch. I suddenly wished Dragon was there, although he was 
probably doing something important. "Not as important as being with 
you," he would've said. 

I yowled as Robyn sat down on my legs. Rebecca and Reagan seemed 
unaffected by my outburst so I just glared at Robyn until he noticed 
that he was sitting on me. 

"Sorry, " he snarled when he finally seemed to notice that he was 
crushing my bones. "Did I hurt you?" He made sure I could see the 
damaged side of his face from the previous day clearly. 

I lifted my chin with undefeated pride. "Not at all. You just 
startled me . " 

"Well then, " he said with spite that reminded me very clearly of, 
well, me. I narrowed my eyes at him. 

"Get off me." 

"Or what? You'll punch me again?" 

With supernatural speed I sat up and grabbed his ear and dragged him 
off the couch, pulling him outside. His ear was bright red from where 
I grabbed it. He had a superior look on his face although I could see 
pain in his deep brown eyes. I slapped him and sweep-kicked his legs. 
He collapsed to the ground. 

"Not as Dauntless as you want to be, huh?" I said as I began to 
circle my fallen double. 

"More Dauntless than you I bet. _I _shot Jeanine." He was back up 
again and aimed a blow at my face, which I dodged at the last 
second . 

"Yeah?" I said with gritted teeth while my fist connected with his 
jaw. "I threw a knife at Eric _and _kissed Tobias." I stopped beating 
him as I realized something; he must've kissed Tris. _He _was put 
through the same hell as me except in a gender swapped world if he 
kissed Tris. I grimaced as I imagined how much more ignorant and 
arrogant a male Stephanie would be. I set my throbbing hand on his 
shoulder . 

"Robyn, I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have done that." He looked me in 
the eye and stood straighter, just like what I would have done in his 
situation . 

"You reacted to my arrogance. You're just like me." He grinned and 
kicked me in the shins. 

I grinned back and spun, faster than light, so I could change into 
the rest of my Dauntless attire and kick him back with combat boots 
instead of leather shoes. He ruffled my hair and I realize that we 



can't go back in the house if our faces are bruised. Robyn must have 
realized the same thing. 


"Crap cakes," he muttered. He seemed to get an idea but it didn't 
look like a good idea. He faced me and looked dead serious. "Okay, 
Roby you're going to have to listen to me. Just because I'm your 
double doesn't mean that the same thing that happens to you happens 
to me." 

"What are-" I began but he kept running his mouth. 

"I'm from a different dimension as you. It's not parallel though. I 
have died in myold reality just like you did in yours, but Reagan and 
I weren't visited by Q when we awoke." I looked at him quest ioningly . 
He rolled his eyes. "We were visited by the Eleventh Doctor and 
Regina Mills." I couldn't breathe. We got visited by a character I 
never heard before and my _double_, gets visited by a magical source 
and a Time Lord. I opened my mouth to say something but Robyn stopped 
me . 

"Don't. Let me finish." I nodded. "The Doctor granted me the power 
you got and Regina gave me the gifts of a green-blood." It only took 
me two seconds to register what he was saying. My eyes widened with 
the alarm of him confessing that he was a dragon and he 
nodded . 

"They told me that I could hide it but gave me a warning to tell to 
the sex swapped, which I'm guessing is you. The warning is: A green 
blood in one universe and a green blood in another. I couldn't figure 
it out. I hope you can Roby." He shook his head vigorously and the 
blood and bruises I left on him were gone. I opened and closed my 
mouth like a fish on land. He dragged me in silently to find the 
other two doubles arguing in the kitchen. 

"a€|I thought the women did the house work," Reagan was saying. 
Rebecca gave him a poisonous look and I knew there would be a brawl 
if I didn't step in. 

"You better go get that fish, boy, " I snapped. I glared at him and my 
eyesight flashed yellow and I was taken aback. What was going on with 
my eyes? 

The rest of my housemates bickered before Reagan left sourly. Rebecca 
went back to her cooking while Robyn and I played with our Terrors. 
Sarafine was perched on my head when I asked; "What's his name?" 

Robyn looked up at me as his purple dragon curled up in his 

lap . 

"Sine." I scratched Sine's head and he growled. He looked at me with 
wide yellow eyes before he seemed to realize who I was and he purred 
and nuzzled my leg. 

I looked at Robyn again. "What's the name of your girlfriend?" He 
looked at me confusedly, but then saw the logic to my question: 
Sarafine was given to me by my boyfriend, so he had to have received 
Sine from a girlfriend. 

"Well," he drawled the word as he scratched his dragon's head. He 
looked back up at me as he spoke. "Boyfriend. His name is 
Phoenixheart Feather. He thinks its lame but I think it's adorable." 



I gasp. Mostly because I was ignorant enough for assuming he had a 
girlfriend right off the bat. 

"First of all, I'm so sorry for assuming that you have a girlfriend," 
I said frantically. 

"It's fine, Roby. You thought that because you're straight your 
double would be too. It's understandable." He smiled at me and I 
sighed with relief. 

"Well, __my _boyfriend's name is Dragonwing Scale. Dragon for short." 
Robyn's smile grew wider. 

"We call Phoenixheart Phoenix for short!" He held out his fist as if 
to fist bump, but I did what I was doing since seventh grade: shaking 
his fist like he offered me his hand. He laughed and at that moment 
Reagan walked back in, carrying stinking fish that made Sine and 
Sarafine chase him. 

I decided against eating the chicken that my sister finally cooked 
and felt the urge for adventure. "Rebecca!" I called out to my 
smirking sister. 

"What?" she asked with glee still in her voice from taunting 
Reagan . 

"We should go somewhere!" I said with a bounce in my voice. I rose 
from the couch and leaned on the counter. 

"But where?" 

"Well I guess we can't go," I said sadly, since we had no idea where 
to go . 

"No duh, Sherlock," she said with sarcasm laced in her voice. My head 
rocketed up from where I had lain it in my arms. 

"Sherlock! That's where we'll go!" 

"What?" said the brothers. They probably weren't used to Rebecca and 
me yet. Probably never would, actually. 

"Sherlock, the science of deduction. And," I sauntered over to 
Rebecca, and put my arms around her neck. "His faithful companion, 
Watson." I gave her my puppy eyes until she caved. It didn't take 
long since she shrugged me off after a few moments and said; "Ugh, 
fine! We can go!" I knew she would want to go too. She high-fived my 
face which made me giggle. "Just stop giving me those eyes! God, they 
make you look like a lost puppy!" I squealed against her hand and she 
removed it, wiping it on her pant leg which reminded me too much of 
Tris . 

"If anyone's wondering where we went, tell them we went on a walk or 
something," she said to the boys who were chuckling. She held her 
watch at the ready. She looked at me for confirmation to begin 
punching in her coordinates and I nodded enthusiastically. 

She finished hitting the screen and said, "Let's go." I opened a 
portal, focused all my concentration on Sherlock, and hopped in. 



We landed softly on the sidewalk, with trench coats swishing around 
us from the invisible wind that occurred when we landed in a new 
dimension. I examined my new outfit: a gray coat with tight black 
leggings that were surprisingly comfortable and black steel toed 
boots. I looked at my associate and noticed she was wearing the same 
clothing as me but with white and gray instead of gray and 
black . 

"Huh," she said as she inspected her own apparel. "This looks really 
good on me." I nodded in silent agreement. 

"Ready?" she asked. I nodded again. She slid on glasses that 
manifested from nowhere. "Let's go." 

"Hey, can I-" I asked expectantly. She silenced my sentence by 
handing me totally black sunglasses. "Thanks." I said as I removed my 
dorky glasses in exchange for the new glasses. I could still see but 
everything was extremely blurry. I slid my older glasses into the 
pocket in my trench coat as Rebecca's new phone rang in her pocket. 
She glanced at the screen before answering; "John?" 

I zoned out as she went on with her conversation. I dawdled around 
her in circles while she talked with John. 

"Bye, John," she concluded. She tapped the iPhone's screen. 

"Where to?" I asked gleefully. 

"Regent Street." 

"Where?" I asked, feeling very confused since I hardly knew the 
streets of my very own hometown, let alone London, England. 

Almost eerily, a shining black car pulled up in front of us saying, 
"Where to. Madam?" 

"Regent Street, please, " Rebecca said politely to the non-existent 
driver . 

"Of course. Madam." Rebecca never touched the wheel the whole ride to 
the scene. I was completely spooked. And stiff as a board from 
fright . 

We arrived a few minutes later to a building that was surrounded with 
police lines. We were about to walk in when a police lady stopped 
us . 

"And you are?" she asked in a perfect Brittish accent. 

"Rebecca and Roby, we were called here." Rebecca introduced us and I 
felt sloppy with our Newfoundlander accents. 

"Um, you can't go in there." I stepped towards her with a determined 
look on my face. 

"Hang on sissy. I'll handle this." Rebecca ducked under the police 
line while I attempted coaxing the woman into letting me in 
too . 

"Listen, " I began while trying to work out a clever and believable 



lie. "We're from far away, 'kay? We were waiting a _long _time to save 
up enough money to come and work with Sherlock Holmes. So, if you 
could kindly let me in, we can end this." The lady seemed to notice 
my accent, and I noticed I was speaking a tad fast, but I knew she 
understood me. 

"I'm sorry, ma'am-" 

"_Roby_, " I hissed. 

"I'm sorry, _Roby_, " she said with irritation creeping into her 
voice. "But only specialists are permitted in crime scenes." 

"Are you saying I don't look like a specialist?" I snapped. 

"No, ma'am-" 

I was about to yell at her about my name when I decided on just 
distraction her. I pretended to focus on a point a few feet away from 
us. I made myself look shocked. "Someone's trying to sneak in!" In 
the few seconds that it took her to whirl around to look for the 
intruder, I was gone. 

I walked into a scene with Sherlock inspecting a woman who was 
smeared with blood and her intestines eviscerated. John and Rebecca 
were whispering back and forth a few feet away from the 
detective . 

"What's going on?" I whispered to Rebecca as I approached her and 
John, surprisingly calm since I was in the presence of two great 
minds . 

"Sherlock's being Sherlock," Rebecca whispered back. 

"And what's that supposed to mean?" Sherlock asked as he continued to 
inspect . 

"You're being you, no matter what you do." I chuckled at Rebecca's 
response and ruffled my friend's hair. 

"Thank you Dr. Seuss, " I said mockingly. She glared at me and I made 
a goofy face. All of a sudden her watch started beeping again. My 
eyes widened at her wrist. 

"Can you turn that down, I'm trying to think!" Sherlock snapped 
fiercely. I recoiled a bit when the watch said, "Predestination 
set . " 

Sherlock stopped investigating the dead woman and walked swiftly up 
to Rebecca. "How do you set a watch to a destination?" he 
demanded . 

"Urn, I- uhha€ | " she stammered in response. 

"You can't," he muttered. John was staring with wide eyes as Sherlock 
held Rebecca's wrist close to his eyes. "What kind of watch is 
this ? " 


"Where are we going?" I whispered to Rebecca, feeling frightened that 
they might discover the truth about us. 



"I don't know, I would have to look at the coordinates but I can't do 
that with Sherlock Holmes looking it over now can I?!" she whispered 
quickly. Sherlock dropped the watch the moment before the VM could 
began its countdown. 

"Nine," it said in the computerized voice. Sherlock glanced at the 
watch and back to Rebecca. "What?" he asked. 

"Eight." Rebecca glanced at the coordinates and whispered in my ear; 
"Bowring . " 

"What? Why?" I asked, astonished. Why on earth would the stupid 
machine take us back _there?_ 

"Bowring," Rebecca repeated, more sadly this time. 

"Five." Rebecca stared at her watch again. 

"What? Did you just skip?" she asked, seeming dumbfounded. 

"No. Four." My eyes widened. I didn't think the watch would be able 
to understand us speaking to it. 

"Urn, Sherlock?" John asked his partner. "What is going on 
here? " 

"I'm ashamed to say this John, but I don't know," Sherlock said with 
a great air of disappointment. They stared at us and we stared 
back . 

"Three . " 

"I'm so sorry," Rebecca said sadly. 

"Two . " 

"Me too, " I added. 

"One. " 

All that was left was three bodies in the room, one dead, two alive, 
and a gust of wind. 


End 
f ile . 



